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" And Yevdokia Pantelievna ? "
" She's dressing. You're too early a visitor; good folk
aren't about so soon."
" You'll have to be bad folk. I wanted to see you and
so I came. Why should I pick and choose the time ? "
" Oh, Mikhail, don't make me angry with you ! "
" How am I making you angry, auntie ? "
" Why, by all this/'
" I'm sorry, but by all what ? "
ee Why, by the way you're talking."
Duma heard Mishka sigh deeply. She could stand no
more ; she jumped up, pulled down her skirt and went into
the kitchen. Mishka was sitting by the window, finishing
a cigarette. His skin was yellow, and he was so emaciated
that he was almost unrecognisable. His faded eyes lit up
and a hardly perceptible flush appeared on his cheeks when
he saw Dunia. Rising hurriedly, he said hoarsely :
" Well, good morning ! "
" Good morning," Dunia answered almost inaudibly.
" Go and fetch water/' Ilinichna at once ordered, glancing
at her daughter.
Mishka patiently waited for Dunia to return. Ilinichna
said nothing. He also was silent, but at last he crushed
his cigarette end between his fingers and asked :
" Why are you so annoyed with me, auntie ? Have I
crossed your road, or what ? "
Ilinichna swung round from the stove as though
stung.
" How does your conscience let you come here, you
shameless eyes I " she said. " And yet you dare to ask me
that ! You murderer ! "
" How am I a murderer ? "
" A real murderer !  Who killed Piotra ?   Didn't you ? "
" Yes."
" Very well then. After that what are you ? And you
come and visit us ... you sit yourself down as though ..."
Ilinichna choked and was silent; but, recovering, she
went on : " Am I his mother, or who ? How can you
dare to look me in the eyes ? "
Mishka turned pale. He had been expecting this talk.
Stammering a little in his agitation, he said :
" I've got no reason to shut my eyes !  Supposing Piotra
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